


eat. GORDON HOTELS 


SD WARDEN HOTEL HOTEL, ‘DOVER. ARE 


ENG: 3 
Ate. 
we <> + - 
co aes 
(b < 
Ne 





Registered ai the General Post Office as a Newspaper 


Ky N° 2886. 
VOLUME 
CXL. 


PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY. 


—_—~— 


OCTOBER 31, i oan ee tae 


a Oi hi Ch VOL Yo 2 


PRICE THREE PENCE. 


( ecemmmmme 





not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Adcressed Envelope. Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule there will be no exception. 





6a NOTICE.—Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Mawer, Drawings. or Pictures of any description, will in no case be returned, 


PUNCH OFFICE, 85, FLEET "STREET, 
LONDON. __ 





CHO COLAT MENIER 22% 














lt le 





CHATTO & WINDUS’S NEW NOVELS. | 
SIR WALTER BE*ANTS NEW NO OVEL, 


Tr CITY OF REFUGE, is now | 


dy oes ie, at every Litre 


he eters are are we wit omep! 
remgth, sed each is 8 person who a weknew. 
nd “at —Roorema® 
We chovald sopriced if thie new ve ance from 
“ 


aitere be fn ‘4 -~ Aes prove 
' 


’ ne of his most 
popalar 


MR. AUSTIN DOBSUN'S NEW ht 


EE antise, tase CENTURY 


viewetres a SERIES. By Acerim 


svo, buckram, gilt top, 4 
ROBERT BARKS NEW ho K 
tte By Ropert Barr, | 
a thor of “ A Woman Interve nea, & With 
tions. Crown vo, cloth, é 


MES. CROKER'S NEW BOOK 


N THE KINGDOM OF 
~ ae, ee oS Coane, oat pan 6 ® Bian 


NEW THREE-AND-SIXPENNY Novels. 
THE REVOLT OF MAN. By 


A} LIFE INTEREST. 
HEART OF OAK. 
JERRY 1 THE DREAMER. By | 
DEVIL’ 8 FORD. By rn 
THE PROFESSOR'S 8 EXPERI. 

YOUNG | LOCHINVAR. By J. 

LoO%¥G ODDS. 


Suaar 


MADAME SANS.- GENE. 


Founded on the Play by Sanvou 


SONS ¢ OF BELIAL. By Witutas 
R. RUMSEY'’S PA’ PATIENT. ~ By 


L r ses -. and Coirrose Maciran, M.D 


By ye 


By W. CL nel 


By HAWLEY 


Cro ,- Vo 

nate “pendghio . Those who 
he an ex itie ne | story of incident and mystery will 
find one in this volume.'—Sresaen 


CHATT? ) & WINDOS, Lil, . Martin's Lane wc 





Ventint®™ 


BRACES. 


Note None Gquainc unless bearing the Sate 
ay abd ACARIC” Of all Hosiers and Stores ¢ 
eer ost free on receipt of Posta Order 
for rr to *P.” Dept.,4, Philip Lave, London, £.¢ 
210 REWARD Buyers demanding Acarics, and 
having other Hraces not bearing the trade mark 
offered as Aenries are request to cv = unicate 
with abe address, Wholesale of LOCH, 
MARC ser Be 1’ & CO. Wb, 16, and 17, Chenpelae, 


Lemdon, E.C., and all Hosiery 8 and nd Drapery Ho Houses 





in 


Mle Be nite . Oo O8 Ivory Hendle, Ts. 64. A Pair 
Hondles, in Kuwsta leather case, Zia 


From all Perfumers and Dealers. 


Wholesale 





Oseoans, Ganaert, & Co, London, W 


UNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARIL—Ocroper 31, 1896. 


a | 





| “APENTA” 


-|THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER. | 


Of all Chemists and Mineral Water Dealers. 
Prices: 64., 1s., and As. 8a. per bo bottle. 


Sole Importers: THE APOLLINARIS C0., L., LCNDON, 


HIERATICA 


| |No re Paren, 5 Quires, ls, Court Envelopes, Is. per 100. Thin, for Foreign Correspondence, 
5 Quires, ls. Mor any Note, 5 Quires, ls. 6d. Mourning Envelopes, 1s. 6d. per 100. 
Of all Stationers, or send stamps to Hieratica Works, 68, Upper Thames Street, London, 


uppe | WEDDING = 
ry 5 ae 


The Largest and Choicest 
Stock in the World. 




















ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 


COLDSMITHS COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: {12, RECENT ST. W. 


ime Geena oscoric Comrany. "y 


roorztoan 
Age ICO 





Brow (Jacket and Vest) for boy of 8 years, 19/ 





Papen Trade Mark. 


ORIENTAL 





91 GUINEA MEDITERRANEAR 


Perow ene ee meee SUN, die ae 
ine 


P and *1 dys * CTuine, 

Nov Wth, to Ajaccio, Naples, Sici-y, Teal, . Alzien. 
and southern + or Jan. 6th, to Palestine and 
Eay pt. Christm: . ‘ya, oh im, & 
onstantinople yy > &c. 7 zee by Sir lam 

| here ba The Archdeacon of nehe-ter, Pro 
_— , Mahaffy, Lanciani, Canes T, rust rane ee 

| Pall detalls, ‘Secretary, 5, Endsleigh Gardens, 2A, 





CARPETS 


Sold at Wholesale Prices | 











TRELOAR & SONS, 


LUDGATE HILL. 
Ask for Price List. 



































Requisite ¥ Models. Perfect Pit. Guarastesd Wer 


PATENT D1agowal 
SEAM CORSETS 
Will not »plit in the Seam 
nor tear in the Fabric. ‘The | 
most comfortable cornet | 
ever made. Lavr’s 








ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and 
PATTERNS free on application, 


WORTH et Cie. 


\ (Under Royal Patronage 


SPECIALITE 


| eae 


‘ te department for 
$x n = every clas 
of Corset 





“S. MORDAN & CO.” 


Sore Throats 


“You cannot do better than 
gargie with “CONDY.” 


Sir Morell Mackenzie, MD. 


——— Physician to the late 
Emperor of Germany ) 


4, NEW BOWD ST. W “wn CONDY’S 
seers” | Remedial FLUID. 


EPPS'S 


CRATEFUL— COMFORTING 


'GOCOA 




























COLTS NEW 
DOUBLE- 

ACTION 32 CAL. 
POCKET REVOLVER 


@ ith ejector and solid frame, is the latest 
and best ket revolver made it supersedes 
others rice list free OOLT’S FIREARMS CO. 
te. Street, Cireus, 








| Teaee Goto Mevatse. Kingdom and colonies 


Made in White, Black, mt 
all the fashionabir Colean 
and Shad: s, or Italian Cloth. 
Satin, and Coutil, 4/11, Sil 





fll per 
wards. Sold by all the Prin 
cipal Drapers snd Ladies 
Outfitters in the United | 





DINNEFORD'S MACNESIA. 


For ACIDITY or rae STOMACH, HEARTHUBY, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the World. 


ROWLANDS’ 
MACASSAR OIL 


Preserves. 








611, 71 pair, and up | | 





Beaatifies, Strengthens ; 
also in Golden Colour, 3s. 64., Ta., 10s. 64. 


ROWLANDS 
ODONTO 


The Best and Safest Dentifrice: ms. %., of 
Chemists and Perfumers. Send Postal Order 


to- 
A. ROWLAND & SONS, 
20, Harrow Gaapax, Loxpovy. 








Hess sem 


158 ro 162, OXFORD ST, W. ae 
2. QUEEN VICTORIAST,E.C. ar 


(Pacing the Mansion House.) 
aes THE =, WORKS, NORFOLK 














svar, lilastrated Price Lists Post Free. 

















lespomngacs 

















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





OcroseR 31, 1896.] 





5 


c 


whol ARM oom a 
— 


THE * BIKE” 


FROM A DOG’S POINT OF VIEW! 


THE SCORCHER. 
(After William Watson.) 

I po not, in the crowded street 
Of cab and “’bus” and mire, 
Nor in the country lane so sweet, 

Hope to escape thy tyre. 


One boon, oh, Scorcher, I implore, 
With one petition kneel 

At least abuse me not before 
Thou break me on thy wheel. 








Fata Evrect or tas Eastern 
TION ON THE ToBacco AND SHow Trapes. 


those manufactured at St. Petersburg or 
Moscow. A serious deficiency in the régie 
ons uently anticipated. On the other 
J 
ampton boots to be imported into 
minions. It is sugg that a 
Commission, nominated by the Prince of 
Monaco, t adjust this international 
difficulty. eantime Europe trembles. 


e Suvtan has forbidden North- 
his do- 
Mixed 


“ Harts Se ee Gorges 
com poser ial to Newmarket. —“ Ici 
liebe Ditch.” 











DARBY JONES ON THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 


Honovrep Smr,—Had I had the privilege of being educated 
like yourself at a Public School and a University, where the 
Knowledge of the Ancients is dispensed like Soothing Syrup to 
the offspring of the Good, Great, and Wealthy, I might be able 
to grasp that touch of Nature which make all men of the 
world kings. But unfortunately my bringing up was ished 
by Providence amid the grave-to-gay ook he 
Potato Merchant’s lares and penates. I am not ashamed of my 
sire’s calling. On the contrary, oft in the stilly ni i 

| of his pene ey gd has sages Fama — ae 
supper-breakfast, while the expiring embers is peripatetic 
furnace have only been ogueitel in warmth by the condition of 
| my body after he had discovered the loss of those vegetables 
with which the names of Ratzren and Parmentier will be im- 
| mortally associated. You, honoured Sir, in your Pacha-like 
sanctum—I can picture you in an old-gold dressing-gown, with 
fez to match, whirling the luscious Latakia through your 
thoroughbred nostrils—will probably wonder what ‘my early 
training has to do with the winner of the Cambri ire. It is 
in this wise. Nineteen years ago, on the eve of this race, at the 
corner of Waterloo Place, my esteemed parent was ing his 
vocation, no longer a bea youngster, but still almost as 
fine a judge of a horse as he was of a “spud”—in which latter 
merit he yielded not to the late Mr. Pappy Green, of Evans’s— 
when he was approached by two richly-garbed French noblemen, 
who not only regaled themselves with the mealy delicacies, but 
also in handsome style stood treat to many of the Outcasts of 
our ever-hungry thoroughfares. When paying for the delicacies 
one of them asked the name of the street. 00 
said my father, “but no offence meant.” 
stranger, grimly, “always your sacred Waterloo! But to-morrow 
we shall avenge ourselves at Newmarket. Nevare fear!” My dad 
was one of those sanguine individuals who would have taken 
a tip from a broken-down billiard-marker. What did he do? 
Sold his entire business the very next morning in the Market, 
and planked down all the “dibs” which he could beg, borrow, 
or annex, on the Gallic Jongleur! I need not record the result, 
but suffice it to say that but for baked potatoes he would not 
now be handsomely entombed in Kensal Green emg nor I 
be privileged to communicate to your readers those forecasts 
which must make the weather-prophets of the daily journals 
redden with ill-concealed envy. t I have servile imitators 
I allow, but this is the ubiquitous Fate of Genius. I have seen 
Sir Henry Irvine burlesqued, and have heard Mr. Guapstonr’s 
name held up to the derision of a time-serving audience. Once 
more, then, without fear or reproach I shall, like a second Bararp, 





endeavour to find the under the thimble, and tune my lyre 
with all truthful nce. 


The Victor of a dozen fights will battle game and true, 
But. I prefer Kilhearlin’s son when there ’s short work to do. 
A Kendal \ass may do the trick, our Prince has got a chance ; 
But oh, beware the Second Ali that hails from tricky France ! 
The Devil there may be to pay, and Wisdom bear in mind, 
While Barcaldine’s successor might leave many more behind. 
Let Canter be my shrine. “ On, Pilgrim, on!’’ I cry. 
Though Irish Pride may have a win—a fact I can’t deny, 
Remember that Tom CANNON may a great upset supply. 
Such is my augury; passed as — through the ever ardent 
oven my brain as is the woodeock through the 
kitchen when an opulent Mendicant is ravening for his evening 


provender. 

Contented with Irish stew and beef 4 la mode, and taking the 
quips and cranks of Fortune as the squibs and crackers of 
existence, I am, as usual, 

Your devoted henchman, 

P.S.—I intended the last paragraph to refer to yourself. I 
assure you that your jokes and jibes fall from my head like hail- 
stones off a well-conditioned widgeon. But your ingratitude 
pierces me like the false tooth of a senile boa-constrictor. 


[Darsy Jones has, we learn, since the Cesarewitch been living at the 
rate of £50,000 a year. Perhaps the “ ingratitude ’’ to which he refers, was 
due to our refusal to send ten cases of dry champagne to his lodgings. Any 
person meeting him is earnestly requested not to join him in consuming in- 
toxicating liquor. He can’t stand it—no more can we.—Ep.} 


Darsy Jones. 








AT WIESBADEN. 


W-th-lm (at 12.50). My dear fellow, how rejoiced I am to see 
you after your many perils in foreign lands. I was only thinking 
this morning that if you and I—— ; 

N-ch-l-s (interrupting). I know, were to have a drink together, 
wat ol we should be! Order up the refreshment! 

W-th-lm (when the liquor has arrived). Prosit! my dear 
fellow, and now what do you think—— : 

N-ch-l-s (again interrupting). Of your Hamburg cigars? Well, 
frankly, I prefer my Russian cigarettes. Wife and family well? 

W-th-lm. Naturally, under my constant care. But now, dear 
friend, the time has come—— E 

N-ch-l-s. By St. George! So it has. I promised to be back 


for luncheon. m e! 
(ese Wiesbaden for Darmsdadt at 2.30. 
W-hIm (uctehing departing train). And this fellow calls him- 
self an Autocrat! Perish the suggestion! 
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Old Lady (who is timorous), ‘‘LawKs! WHAT cAN YOU WANT Now?” 
Fat Boy. ‘‘1 WANTS TO MAKE YER FLEsa creer!” 
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THE POLITICAL FAT BOYs AGAIN. 


(Pickwick Papers.) 


Lord Rosengry at Colchester said that an inquiry by the Chambers of Commerce into the progress of technical and commercial education in Germany 
would produce a compact and handy volume which would make all your hair stand on end !) 
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MOST UNFORTUNATE. 


HoRRIBLE CATASTROPHE WHICH HAPPENED TO CAPTAIN Fussry (our LADIES’ MAN) ON HIS ARRIVAL AT THE OPENING Meer, 
Nxw Ooat, new Boors, New Horsk, NEW EVERYTHING ! 


Harp Luck ! 








THAT FAT BOY AGAIN! 


A PickwicKIAN Fracment Up To Dare. 


{Lord Rosepery, speaking at the opening of the Technical College at,Col- 
| chester, said ‘he was afraid of the Germans,’ warned England against the 
| danger of being thirty years behind Germany in technical and commercial 
| education, and said that the result of an inquiry into the matter would “ produce 
| * compact and handy volume which would make all your hair stand on end.””) 
| * 7 





. * . * 


| _Ir was the Old Lady’s habit to sit quietly and contentedly in 
the old arbour—which was also a harbour (of refuge)—of which 
| she was so proud, as defying competition by her friends, much 
more demolition by her enemies. From behind a peg in the 
| Old Lady’s chamber, she took a close, helm-shaped black satin 


bonnet, a warm cotton-shawl of a bunting-like texture and florid | 


| ~pattern, and a thick stick with a curious tri-form handle ; 
| and the Old Lady, aay | put on the bonnet and shawl at her 
| leisure—for she disliked hurry, did this Old Lady, exceedingly, 
and all ae notions in dress or demeanour—walked also 
leisurely to her favourite arbour. Like another Old Lady—her of 
| Threadneedle Street—she loved to take thi easily, and follow 
old fashions, as, indeed, is the way with old ladies in general. 

The Old Lady was very pene and particular; and as this 
ceremony had been observed for goodness knows how many years 
without the slightest deviation — the accustomed form, she 
was not a little surprised, on this particular morning, to see the 
Fat Boy, instead of quietly leaving her in her comfortable seat 
in the arbour, walk a few paces away, look carefully round in 
every direction, and return towards her with great stealth and 
an air of the most profound mystery. 

The Old Lady was timorous—most old ladies are—and the Fat 
Boy’s unwonted manner and movements alarmed, or, as she 
aor ’ = worrited - her. 

Drat that boy!” she muttered; “whatever ails him lately ? 
He used to be such a silent lad, though he always did stare, like 
—tlike a sleepless codfish. But now he’s always bothering a poor 
old body, about burglars, and designing neighbours with an eye 





| on my property, and so-called Christians as are worse than regu- 

lar Tu or joint wiciousness and individual ill-will. And since 
| he fell out with his fellow-servant, Wii11am, he seems wuss than 
‘ever. What does ail the boy?” 

She watched his motions with feelings of alarm, which were 
jin no de diminished by his coming close up to her, and 
| shouting in her ear in an agitated and, as it seemed to her, a 
| warning tone :— 
| “ Missus!!!” 
| “Well, Pammey,” said the trembling Old Lady, “what’s the 
bogey, now? Nasty neighbours again, Rumrooshians, or terrible 
Turks, eh?” 

“No!” said the Fat Boy, emphatically. “Gxznrmans!!!” 

“What does the boy mean?” cried the Old Lady, trembling. 

“Germans!” repeated the Fat Boy, ogling her oracularly. 
“Technical Teutons! Cunning tow-headed commercial travellers, 
fellows thirty years ahead of you in teaching, who mean to 
deprive you of your favourite arbour, and collar all your trade— 
ah! and are a-doing of it, too, like one o'clock!” 

“Good gracious, boy!” cried the Old Lady; “what do you 
mean, and what do you want to do, now?” 

ag wants to make yer flesh creep!” replied the Fat Boy. 








With the New Forest Hounds. 


First Cavalier. That new horse of yours doesn’t seem to be 
much of a jumper. 

Second Cavalier. No; but he’s a deuced cunning chap at 
picking his way through rabbit holes. 


The Delights o. Football. 


Amy. I suppose that your poor brother lost his left leg and 
right eye fightang for his country ? 

Rose (proudly). Oh, no, dear! 
county. Brave old fellow! 


He lost them playing for his 
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JOTTINGS AND TITTLINGS. 


(By Basoo Hurry Bunesso Jasperses, B.A.) 


No. XXVI. 
Ur. Jabberjee expresses some audaciously sceptical opinions. How he 
secured his first Salmon, with the manner in which he presented it to 


his divinity. 

Ow1ne mainly to lack of opportunity, invitations, et cetera, I 
have not resumed the offensive against members of the grouse 
department, but have rather occupied myself in laborious study 
of Caledonian dialects, as exemplified in sundry local works of 


” ~~ —— 





Zi o\ 
amar 





‘> 
SRP x 
** Whether he had wha-!aed wi’ Hon’ble Wallace?” 
poetical and prose fiction, until I should be competent to con- 
verse with the aborigines in their own tongue. 


Then (having now the diction of Poet Burns in my fingers’ 
ends) I did genially accost the first native I met in the street of 


Kilpaitrick, complimenting him upon his honest, sonsie face, and 
inquiring whether he had wha-haed wi’ Hon’ble Watzace, and 
was to bruise the Peckomaut, or ca’ the knowes to the yowes 
But, from the intemperance of his reply, I divined that was 
totally without comprehension of my meaning! 

Next I addressed him by turns in the phraseologies of Misters 
Brack, Barriz, and Crocxert, Esquires, interlarding my speech 
with “ whatefers,” and “hechs,” and “ ou-ays,” and “ dod-mons,” 
and “loshes,” and “tods,” ad libitum, to which, after listening 


| with the most earnest attention, he returned the answer that 


he was not acquainted with any Oriental language. 
Nor could I by any argument convince this beetle-head that I 


| was simply speaking the barbarous accents of his native land! 





Since which, after some similar experiments upon various 
peasants, &c., I have made a rather peculiar discovery. 

There is no longer any such article as a separate Scottish 
lang , and, indeed, I am in some dubitation whether it ever 
caihell oh all, and is not rather the waggish invention of certain 
uudacious Scottishers, who have taken advantage of the insular 
ignorance and credulity of the British public to palm off upon 
it several highly fictitious kinds of unintelligible gibberish ! 

Nay, I will even go farther and express a grave suspicion 
whet the Scotland of these bookish romances is not the i 
imposture of a ben trovato. For, after a prolonged residence 
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|over a fortnight, 1 have never seen anything approaching a | 


mountain , hor a dizzy crag, surmounted by an eagle, nor 
any stag Ginking itself full at eve among the shady trunks of 
a deer-forest! I have never met a single mountaineer in feminine 
bonnet and plumes and short petticoats, and pipes inserted in a 
bag. Nor do the inhabitants dance in the street upon crossed 
sword-blades—this is purely a London practice. Nor have I seen 
,any Caledonian snuffing his nostrils with tobacco from the dis- 
carded horn of some ram. 

Finding that my short kilt is no longer the mould of national 
form, I have now altogether abandoned it, while retaining the fox- 
tailed belly-purse on account of its convenience and handsome 
appearance. 

Now let me proceed to narrate how I became the captor of a 

large-sized salmon. P 

| Having accepted the loan of Mister Crum’s fishing-wand, and 
attached to my line certain large flies, composed of black hairs, 
red worsted, and gilded thread, which it seems the salmons prefer 
even to worms, I sallied forth along the riparian bank of a river, 
and proceeded to whip the stream with the severity of Emperor 
Xerxes when engaged in flagellating the ocean. ; 

But waesucks! (to employ the perhaps spurious verbiage of 
aforesaid Poet Burns) my line, owing to Ma sy ng 
tude, did promptly become a labyrinth r knots, and 
flies (which are named Zulus) attached their barbs to my cap 
and adjacent bushes with well-nigh inextricable tenacity, until 
at length I had the bright idea to abbreviate the line, so that I 
could dangle my bait a foot or two above the surface of the 
water—where a salmon could easily obtain it by simply turning 
a somersault. d 

However, after sitting patiently for an hour, as if on a monu- 
|ment, I could not succeed in catching the eye of any passing 
| fish, and so, severely disheartened by my ill-luck, I was strolling 
| on, shouldering my rod,when—odzooks! whom should I encounter 
| but Mister Bagsnor and a party of friends, who were watching 
| his keepers capture salmons from a boat by means of a large net, 
a far more practical and effectual method than the cumbersome 
and unreliable device of a meretricious fly with a very visible 
hook ! 

And, just as I approached, the net was drawn towards the 
bank, and proved to contain three very large lively fishes lashing 
their tails with ungovernable fury at such detention! 

Whereupon I made the humble petition to Mister Bacsnor 
that, since he was now the favourite of Fortune, he was to re- 
member him to whom she had denied her simpers, and bestow 
upon me the most mediocre of the salmons, since I was desirous 
to make a polite offering to the amiable daughter of my host 
and hostess. ‘ 

And with munificent generosity he a me with the 
largest of the trio, which, with great jubilation, I endeavoured to 
carry off my arm, though severely baffled by the extreme 
slipperiness with which (even after its decease) it repeatedly 
wallowed in dust, until someone, perceiving my fix, good- 
naturedly instructed me how to carry it by perforating its head 
with a piece of string. 

I found Miss Wer-wre in a secluded garden seat at the back of 
the Manse, incommoded, as usual, by the society of Mister Crum 
“Sir,” I said, addressing him politely (for I was extremely 
anxious for his re, since I could not well present my 
salmon to Miss Wae-wee and request the quid-pro-quo of her 
affection in his presence), “accept my gratitude for the usufruct 
of your rod, which has produced magnificent fruit. You will 
find the instrument leaning against the palings of the front 
garden.” And with this I made secret signals to Miss WEE-wE® 
that she was to dismiss him; but she remained bashful, and he 
seemed totally unaware that he was the drug of the market! 

At last, w of concealing my captured salmon any longer 
behind the s of my back, I was about to inform Mister Crum 
that he had Miss Lovisa’s permission to absent himself, when 
she broke the silence by informing me that, as the old familiar 
friend of both parties, I was to be the first to hear a piece of 
news—to wit, that Dona:p (Mister ©.’s baptismal appellation) 
and she were just become the engaged couple! ‘ 

I was so overcome by grief and indignation at her perfidious 
duplicity (since she frequently e 1 me in my 
mockeries of her admirer’s uncouthness and rusticity), that | 
stuck in the throat, and — — o salmon violently across 
a boundary hedge into a of poultry. 4 

“Madam,” I said, « that fish was to have been laid at your 
feet as the visible pledge of my devotion. You have not only 
lost the gift of a splendid salmon, but have thrown away the 
heart of a well-educated native B.A. and Member of the Bar 
And you have gained—hoity toity! What? Why, a Scotch 
Bun!” 
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But almost immediately I was taken by violent remorse for 
| my presumption, and shed the tears of contrition, entreating 
forgiveness—nay, more, I scrambled through a hole in a very 
| thorny hedge, and, recovering the salmon (which had not had 
| time to become very severely henpecked), I begged them to 
accept it between them as a token of my esteem and good 
wishes, which they joyfully consented to do. I had expected 
that my worthy host and hostess would have shared my 
astounded disappointment on hearing of their daughter’s engage- 
ment; but, on the contrary, they received the news with 
smiling complacency. 

It appears that Mr. Crum, though endowed with a somewhat 
sheepish and bucolical exterior, 1s of tip-top Scottish caste 
and lineage, and the landed proprietor. 

I am not to deny the attractiveness of such qualities, though 
I had hitherto been under the Fool’s Paradise of an impression 
that oF would have infinitely preferred this humble self as a 
son-in-law. 

However, I am now emerging from my doleful dumps, with 

| the reflection that, after all, it is contrary to common-sense to 
drain the cup of misery to the dregs for so totally inadequate 
a cause as the ficklety of any feminine! 








Suggested by the Cab Strike. 
(A Word of Advice to Jehus.) 
Hansoms and growlers together, 
Fares don’t care for your love or your war! 
In this coming November 
Just please to remember 
You ’ve a rival—the new motor car! 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“Vent, Vidi, Vici!” The remark has been made before, or 

| it might have served to tell The Story of My Life, which Sir 
RicnarD Tempe, under the fostering care of CassEeii’s, has ex- 

| panded into two volumes. The resources of type in the mammoth 
| establishment in La Belle Sauvage Yard are practically i/limit- 
| able. But it is probable that when these two volumes were set 
up there was scarcity in the “box” containing the first person 
singular. It is to some ‘extent inevitable when a man writes his 
,utobiography that he should have frequent recourse to the letter 
Sir Ricnarp Temp sz literally peppers the pronoun over his 
In the evening of his days, reviewing his career, he is 


| 
ke 
pages. 
| honestly lost in loving admiration of his own achievements. “ For 
sixteen years I governed about 115 millions of British subjects. . . 
For five years I conducted the finances of British India. pial 
personally ~ yy and commanded in the field the operations 


for the relief of famine for two occasions, on a gigantic and 
unprecedented scale. . . I governed, at different times, the 
provinces which included both the capital cities, Calcutta and 
Bombay.” This is a summary of big achievements. Incident- 
ally, we learn how “the villagers loved to watch me, the pale- 
faced, beardless Anglo-Saxon, seated against the trunk of some 
monarch of the grove, dispensing patriarchal justice.” Sir 
RicHarD ever has an eye for scenic effect. Thus, “on the 
day of my leaving Lahore, I spoke my final words to the natives 
standing in front of the old Moslem gateway under the um- 
brageous trees.” But though consciously decorative him- 
self, he is not niggardly in his admission of corresponding 
| beauty in other directions. There is a pretty scene of his un- 
| expectedly coming upon the Himalayas. “Instinctively I take 
off my white helmet to salute the peerless mountains on this 
my first sight of them.” Likeways they bows. My Baronite can 
| well imagine how, had time and place been convenient, Sir 
RicHarD would have taken on each arm a couple of the youngest 
and prettiest of the Himalayas, and led them off to show m 
the tea-room of the House of Commons, the lobby, the terrace, 
and the table in the library at which the late Member for 
Evesham used to sit. All this—or a little of it—is funny. But as 
often happens the well of tears is near the source of laughter. Sir 
RicnarD Temp.e’s career in India was one of unbroken success, 
a triumph achieved by high capacity and stupendous industry. 
| His career in the House of Commons was a lamentable, occasion- 
ally a ludicrous failure. In March, 1880, he resigned the Governor- 
ship of Bombay and hastened home to take part in the General 
Election. For him, the House of Commons was merely a new 
world to conquer. It would be India over again, only with more 
brilliant results. Beaten in East Worcestershire in 1880, he was 
| returned for Evesham in 1885. It was characteristic of him that 
he made his maiden speech on the first night of the first session 
of a new Parliament. That was of itself sufficient to predicate 





; 
7 


URE, VR) Gy p> 
i tid hel a ~ bates / XY WY, 
Wf Wl f | = : = iy oy My, 


iy 


. 
oa 


Px 


Md 
THE AUTOMATIC UMBRELLA AND CAB-CALL. 


Drop A PENNY IN THE SLOT, AND PROTECT YOURSELF FROM THE 
SHOWER, AND WAIT TILL THE HANSOM ARRIVES, 
, 





failure. Through seven sessions he stubbornly fought against 
the prejudices of the House. At first amazed that it would not 
listen to him, then angry, at length subdued. Finally, at the 
dissolution of 1892, he resolved to retire to “ my ancestral home,” 
and write the story of a life that should prove to a scofling 
House of Commons that the eighteenth century had not a 
monopoly of Indian administrators of the stamp of Warren 
Hastinos and Cuive. 

Had Mr. E. E. Benson taken a hint from his own title of 
Limitations, and limited the dialogue of his characters to 
just one half of what he has given them to say, at the same 
time enlivening them all round with something to do, his novel 
with the above title would have been half its present bulk, but 
its value would have been doubled. The dialogue is bright, not 
so bright as to be of dazzling brilliancy, but just so steadily bright 
as to wi the reader’s attention and a him to close his 
eyes and the book. Now this ought not to be, as the dramatis 
persone: are few, distinctly drawn, and true to life: the story is 
as “simple as bonjour,” and the picturesque descriptions, notably 
that of Athens, are excellent. The misfortune of having previous! 
written a novel so successful as Dodo handicaps its author with 
the public. Mr. Benson has to go one better than Dodo. That 
Mr. Benson is a student of certain popular contributions to 
Mr. Punch’s popular periodical is evidenced by one of his light- 
and-leading characters suggesting that a piece of sculpture should 
be executed from Universit —~ 4s and called “ Typical Develop- | 
ments of Modern Dons.” © magnum opus, Me ree Develop- 
ments,” projected to be in several volumes, and started many 
years ago by the anonymous diarist of Happy Thoughts, has never, 
the Baron believes, advanced farther than the note-b stage. A 

mortem examination of this wonderful collection may pro- 
uce a posthumous work of unexampled interest, as it was in- 
tended to be a book of the very rarest ideas; only, the ideas 
becoming rarer and rarer every day, most of the pages in the vari- 
us volumes, all pre-arranged, panned out, and pre-named in order, 
still remain blank. However, this is just in as a hint 
to Mr. Benson in case his sculpturing character should need a 
few that might be useful to the Typical Developer, whose 
office it clearly is, not to originate but to develop. says 
Tue Banon. 
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AT THE RINK 


He. ‘Yes; THEY "RE LIVING IN AN ATTIC Now! 


[Ocropgr 31, 1896 | 


| 


WHEN ALICE MARRIED THAT LITERARY FELLOW, SHE SAID HE WAS GOIN’ TO RAISE HER TO A HicHer LIFE, AND 
ALL THAT SORT OF THING, DON’ICHERKNOW,” She. *‘ AND DID HE?” 








IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE. 
A Memory of October 21, 1896, 


** May the Great God whom I adore grant to my 
country, and for the benefit of Europe in general, a 


great and glorious victory ; and may no misconduct 
in any one tarnish it; and may humanity after 
victory be the predominant feature in the British 


fleet. For myself individually, I commit my life to 
Him who made me; and may His blessing light 
ipon my endeavours for serving my country faith - 
fully. To Him I resign myself and the just cause 
which is entrusted to me to defend ! ’’—Nelson's 
Prayer on the morning of Trafalgar Day. | 


Tue memories of greatness make men 


z , 
Till the chill pulse of coward fear and 
reed 


| Palsies the slackened sinews of the State. 





Great sailor! Here to-day let England 
heed 
Her best-loved hero’s lesson, written large 
In that brief life whose fame is England’s 
charge! 
Priceless possession, of all precious gifts 
Most precious, is the record of the man, 
Heedless of odds or diplomatic shifts, 
So that his patriot heart in honour’s van 
Might strike for that “just cause,” unto 
life’s end, 
“Which is entrusted to me to defend!” 


Yertain there be to-day that curl the lip 
In cynic scorn at mere “humanity,” 
And “sentiment,” which lets large dunes 

slip ; 
Would bid self-interest rule on shore or 


sea 
Our island policy, pledged to things thatpay, 
And swell our powers. It was not Nan. 

8ONn’s way! 








It may be that reminder shall strike home 


Where gentler pleadings fail. No 


shouter he, 
No mere emotional thing of froth and 
foam ; 
He struck for “great and glorious vic- 
tory,” 


And gained it, dying, strong, yet soft of 
ood 


mood, 
For England’s glory, and for Europe’s 
good |! 
Yon wreathéd column, those memorial 
flowers, 
This thronging crowd whose thoughts a 
moment lift 
High as the effigy which above us towers, 
Passingly conscious of the glorious gift 
Of such a memory—sehall their influence 


Or pass, unfruitful, like an old wife’s tale? 


Illustrious seaman, we are sea-lords still, 
And must be, till that sea o’ersweeps 
our fame, 
Burying all records of the valour, skill, 
Love and devotion which upbuilt our 


name 
As rulers of the waves that wash our coast. 
Shall sordid thrift leave that an empty 


boast P 
Hold . hold fast, ye countrymen of 


Whose memory is best honoured by re- 


solve 
To let the fame he won you never dim, 
Whilst the waves leap, and whilst the 
stars revolve. 
Europe in arms we may have yet to meet ; 
Bid party _— “hands off” the British 
"leet 





But let not grasping greed or craven fear 
Plant the white feather in our England’s 
helm ! 
There may be—as there have been—dan- 
gers near, 
And banded foes may menace to o’er- 


whelm ; 
But ill *twill be with England when, for 
ight, 
Like Ne.son, against odds she dares uct 
fight. 


The braggart oft turns poltroon at the 
pinch, 
Timidity as wisdom loves to mask : 
When honour calls it is not safe to flinch, 
Not the wise Titan shirks the Titan task ; 
And they will never rank with history's 


gods 
Who too solicitously count the odds. 


Humanity—whereat the swaggerer rails— 
Is ae partner,” hints a 


le ’ 
Who, mayhap numbering dauntless Ngt- 
8ON’s sails 
At Trafalgar, had stayed him! His 
belief 


Was that humanity, fearing no defeat, 
Was “the predominant feature in our 
Fleet!” 


Humanity with Duty hand in hand, 
Served the great patriot seaman to the 
So shall they serve our NE.son’s well- | 
loved land, 
beer ° > mpaaaat to their counsels to hold 


Fires our defenders as it fired him then. 


Such to her hero’s prayer is England's 
best “ Amen”! 
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bY WAIN Sc== 


PREPARING HIS SPEECH. 


Mr. Joz Cu-mB-RL-N (to svmeelf). ““*IN SHORT, GENTLEMEN—IF YOU ARE ONLY TRUE TO YOUR 
PRINCIPLES, ANY ONE OF YOU MAY BECOME—AS I HAVE DONE—A MINISTER IN A LIBER—I 
SHOULD SAY 1N A CONSERV—I BEG PARDON—I SHOULD SAY IN AN UNIONIST GOVERNMENT.’ H’M 
—RATHER CONFUSING—I DON’T THINK THAT’LL QUITE DO!” 

[Mr. CHAMBERLAIN is announced to speak to-night, Wednesday, October 28, at the Jubilee Union of the Birmingham Debating Society.) 
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SPORTIVE SONGS, 
On a fine night a Financier remembers in a well- 
known pleasuunce the Moonlight of other days, 
jag moon to-night shines full and fair, 
hier gentle tones make argentine 
Ihe oak and chestnut nearly pare, 
And deepen shadows of the pine. 
The manor house, ali red by day, 
is silvered to a deadly white, 
And here and there a long brght ray 
Pierces the copse witn spear of lignt. 


Just twenty years ago the scene 
Was just tue same tor you and me! 
Tne moon was full; the weirdiike sheen 
Made glamour round our trystung tree, 
The beeca, that all our secrets knew, 
And never once our trust betrayed ; 
A loyal-hearted triend, so true 
That e’en his fall of leaf he stayed. 
We spoke our vows, as lovers will, 
Arranged a lite-long plan of dreams! 
While on our rapture, caim and still, 
Tne moon looked down with blessing 
beams | 
As though she said, “ My children, this 
is but a forecast of your joy. 
Ub, prithee join another kiss | 
‘hnce happy maid! Brave constant 
boy ! ” 
fhis mute advice we did not need— 
it naturally came to both— 
But still we gave Diana meed 
for thus approving of our troth. 
Your father’s wrath 1 swore to dare 
For you, my sweetest empress-queen | 
Though sovereigns I1’d none to spare ; 
And you were only seventeen | 
Your sire was one to cut a dash, 
Lord of the park wherein we stood. 
He never wanted ready cash, 
And ever had a princely mood ! 
Ob! how I quailed beneath his eye, 
And envied him his lavish reign !-— 
Before, somehow, he had to fly, 
And seek another home in Spain| 


And you went, too! Some whiskered Don 
Mayhap has claimed you for his wife ; 

Perhaps, like me, you think ~ an 
Sometimes, the ironies of 

I now am rich, am not afraid 

| Of any cavalier’s deubloon | 

| Diana should have lent her aid 

| Tous, when Father shot the moon! 








|“ THE SORROWS OF—SOLICITORS.” 


Sin,—Why should the public pay three, 
nay four, lawyers to do the work of onet 

‘Tbe junior counsel is altogether super- 
fluous, yet “the etiquette of the Bar” 
prescribes that a Q.C. shall not appear in 
Court without a junior. 
| If a litigant may and does appear in 
| Court in person, why should he not be 
represented by his solicitor, thus doing 
away with two unnecessary lawyers? 
| To carry the idea a step farther, why 
| should a litigant be forced to appear either 
| in person or by counsel before a judge, 
| who is himself a lawyer? 
| Why should not the solicitors for the 

respective parties arrange matters between 
| themselves without the intervention of a 
judge, thus doing away with the third un- 
necessary lawyer P 

By this simple arrangement only one 
lawyer would remain, namely, 

Your obedient servant 

London, October. Beprorp Rowr. 

Str,—I have been in practice for ninety- 
nine years, and consider, therefore, that 
[ am authorised to speak on this question. 





The curse of our ession is over- 
modern 


pes = owing, 1 — 
ns. 


mitted. In my days, the 

was & mere matter of form, and neither 
cleverness nor “cram” were necessary to 
satisfy the then examiners. 

My is to do away with the at- 
traction of the “exams” altogether, and, 
as experientia docet, not to admit any soli- 
citor who has been less than ten years in 
a lawyer’s office, and who is under forty 


years of age. I am, yours, &., 
: OLD Du Pascersionan. 

Burgess Hill, October. 

Dear Sre,—It is all very well to talk 
about the sorrows of a solicitor, but look 
at my Case. 

I was briefed at the Blankshire Sessions 
to defend a prisoner charged with stealing 
a pair of boot-laces 

tirely owing to my, I will not say elo- 
quence, but exertions on his behalf, the 
prisoner got off—with twelve months’ ‘hard 
labour—-and so did his solicitor; he did 
not get the hard labour, but he got off 
without paying my fee 

1 have applied > him at the address en- 
dorsed on the back sheet (my sole instruc- 
tions) he supplied me with, but he is not 
known there. 

I can only trust that by the time I am 
en the bench he will be discovered, and 
brought before me, and if he is not a sor- 
rcwing solicitor be he will be then. 

Yours di tedly, 

Temple, October. ISING _ 








SOMETHING IN ADVANCE. 


At a meeting of the L. C. C. last week, 
Colonel Forp moved that “the Local 
Government and Taxation Committee 
should further consider and report with 
a view for the mitigation or suppression 
ot such street noises as constitute a public 
nuisance.” Bravo! Don’t waste time in 
“Baptiste set pst rns 

ju is the better part o our ’ 
in case. Wan musicians with 
inharmonious instruments, street howlers, 
street bands in London one and all with- 
out exception, organs of all kinds—away 
with them! "and. lot Peace be with ws 
scribblers and invalids who can’t sit at 
home do our writi 
with ease! 
= ‘Gel gallant Colonel 

it, t 
Away with all street noises 
tae and pipes of the "Punch 
ow 





THE NEW VERB. 
(4s Used in an Automoting Log-book,) 


A SINGLE word a to travel by auto- 
motor” is apparently required. Like 
“to bike,” the verb “to mote” has been 
sniffed at by purists. It has, however, 
been completely conjugated as "follows : — 


(VERY) ACTIVE VOICE, 


Present Tense. 
I mote. 
Thou stokest. 
He looks out for the police. 
We run into a lamp-post. 
Ye knock a man over. 
They pay damages. 

Future Tense. 
I will mote. 
Thou shalt come along with me. 
He will sit tight. 
We shall go wend miles an hour. 
Ye will soll your horses. 
They shall eat sausages. 

ImpenFEct TENSE. 

I was moting. 
Thou wast trying to steer. 
He was carrying a red flag in front. 
We were going four hours a mile. 
Ye were cussing like ame. 
They were giving it up as a bad job. 

Pearecr Tense. 

Wanting. 


Fururs Perrecr Tense. 
Wanted, 


PLuprerrect Tense. 
I had walked. 
Thou hadst biked. 
He had taken a hansom. 
We had gone by train. 
Ye had ’bussed it. 
They had stayed at home. 


SussuNcTive PRESENT. 
I may mote. 
Thou mayest buy me a motor. 
He may think better of it. (Aside.) 
We may start to-morrow. 
Ye may meet us. 
They may pick up the pieces. 


SupsuNcTiVE ImPEKFECT. 

I might mote. 

Thou mightest mote, if you weren't 
such a silly guffin. 

He might mote, only he can’t afford it. 

We t mote in the dim future. 

Ye might mote, or, on the other hand, 
ye mightn’t. 

They might mote, and pigs might fly. 


IMPERATIVE. 
Mote thou (by moonlight alone). 
Let him meet some other gal. 
Let us get down, for heaven's sake! 
Mote ye—or perish in the attempt. 
Let them burst. 


PARTICUPLES, 
Present : 3 
Past : fiat upon by coroner. 


PASSIVE VOICE. 


The subject of the above is now passive, 
and has no further voice in the matter 


Taz Morro or Anoio-PHoss Turse 
EATERS IN Nortu Araica.—“ Nemo ow i 
Tunis lacessit.” But, of course, brar 
c| away at Hngland in Egypt ss mock’ m vos 
ike. court-nez does not always mean 
the anata ie of long ears. 
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UNRECORDED HISTORY! 


TELLING TO THE MARINES ON BOARD H.M.S. TARADIDDLE THE DETERMINATION OF HER MAJESTY 


’s GOVERNMENT—AS A CONCESSION TO THE PREJUDICES OF THE OONTINENTAL 
1897. 
, 


PowERS—TO EVACUATE EGYPT AT AN EARLY DATE: PROBABLY THE First OF APRIL, 














this stretch of the northern coast of France than is su 
| scene. JOHN is a hard-headed, 
| has spent some courses of a useful life in accompli 
| to Paris-Plage, 


| thing for the inau 
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A WALLED TOWN. 


Exrracts FROM THE TRAVEL Diary or Tony, M.P. 
Last Pace.—A Dip into the Future. 
Montreuil, Monday.—There is something better in store ro 
y 
the tawdry vulgarity of Paris-Plage. Jonn BLackiEYy taken 
the territory in hand, and will presently work a transformation 
Seen-cighted Yorkshireman, = 


a ntly impossible. Other people visiting Etaples, drivi 
‘~ and passing onward beyond the two lighte 
houses, saw nothing but a pine forest coming down to the marge 


| of a beach stretching to the horizon. Jonn Buiackizy discerned 


in it the making of an international watering that would 
beat anything at present going either in Great Britain or France. 

Situate almost exactly midway between London and Paris 
within four hours’ travel of either point, Jonn’s prophetic soul 
swelled at prospect of the pleasure-loving population of two 
capitals racing to Mayville. That was the name he forthwith 
bestowed upon the new watering-place. Five minutes later he 


| decided that (when everything is completed) the new para- 
| dise shall be Ta — presence of th 

| Duchess of York. 
| The place was called (or is to be called) Mayville. 


e 
The whole thing was irresistibly logical. 
The Duchess 
of Yorx’s maiden name was the Princess May. Q. Z. D. In 
other words, There you are! 
That settled, Jonn Biacktzy went to work to prepare every- 
ion. He the refusal of 


property, and then laid it out on the most beautiful and con- 


| vincing maps. Broad roads traverse the pine wood. A row 


| of c 


| been t 
| no time ma: 


harming villas front the sea. There is a pier, with a band 
upon it, a casino, a racecourse, and golf li four miles long, 
in contemplation of which the golf champion of England has 
into a state of ecstasy. Finally, in order that 
be lost by the crowd making their way to May- 
ville, Jouw~ Buackuzy has arranged for a branch line of railway 
from Etaples to the sea-front, a distance of three miles. 

Whilst all the world will be welcome to purchase building 


| sites on the property, Jonn Biacxiey, shrewd Yorkshireman as 
he is, has been first in the field. He has selected for his 


| the level of his dra -room window. 
, the only building in 


private residence a site on a wooded height, commanding rare 
views of land and sea. Practical in every detail, he Ss ted a 
platform built among the branches of the pine-trees at about 
(Mem.—At present it is 
ayville.) Sark and I made a perilous 


| ladder ascent and viewed the prospect o’er. 


rding the scene with soul full of 
content, “this will Joun Biackiey’s home. We are stand- 
ing now on the level of the drawing-room. The dining-room 
will be below, opening out on to a terrace. There are the 


“Yes,” said our guide, re 


| stables, and there is the billiard-room.” 


| the sort of man 


| Within easy 


“Where?” asked Sark, eagerly following the indication of 
the outstretched walking-stick. 

He saw nothing but the top of a pine-tree. Joun BLAcKLEY 
beheld as clearly as if it stood there the green table with the lights 
above, the high benches at either end of the room, the marking- 
board on the wall, and the rack full of cues. He even heard the 
rattling of the billiard balls. Faintly, in the dim and distant 
future sounded a ghostly voice, ‘“‘ What’s the score, marker?” 

“Well, it beats me,” said Sank, when we had carefully de- 
scended from the level of a drawing-room in a house for the 
foundations of which the first sod not yet been turned. 
“But mind you, that’s the way big things are done, and that’s 

brings them to pass.” ’ Y 

Certainly there is fruitful ground to till. To n with, 
Mayville has the rare advantage of combination of pine forest 
and sea air. The story of the forest is a romance. Seventy 
years ago Mayville was like the rest of this of the coast, 
& monotonous waste of sandhills. A retired Parisian notary 
bought many acres of the sand heaps for a mere song. One 
day it occurred to him that he would turn the sandhills into a 
forest. People laughed at him, but he went his way, morning 
and afternoon, planting pines in the sand, and to-day a forest 
blooms, where at the beginning of the century stretched a wilder- 
ness of sand. As for beach, Sark avers that what with its 
length and breadth and openness to the unbroken sea, it reminds 
him much of Biarritz. 

The omy round Mayville is full of historic association. 

rive through leafy lanes is an ancient monastery, 
whose chapel has for centuries witnessed the midnight gather- 
ing of a cowled congregation, its walls echoing with sound 


| of praise and prayer. At Etaples, three miles off, is the house 





where NaPo.zon passed two nights ing the invasion of 
,» still unaccomplished. Sestestant, iter: visited the 

eld of Agincourt, and to-morrow drives to Crecy. Is full of 
his good fortune at Agee. Met there an old sergeant, who 
still wears the badge of the Duke of ALznoon. He fought by the 
Duke’s side, pulled out the arrow that pierced his breast, attem 
to staunch wound. No use. The yee, who must have been 
in the thickest of the fight, also assisted at the o uies of the 
Duke of Brasanr and Archbishop of Sens, who fell on that 
fateful day. 

“ Seems a long time back,” I said, musingly. 

Sark admits it would be so in ordinary case ; but in respect of 
great battles, always one or two survivors. Besides, this old soldier 
sold to Sark a horse-pistol, part of a crossbow, a buckle with 


The Old Sergeant. 


S. and a coronet over it (evidently from the belt of the Earl of 

Suffolk, one of Henry tHe Firrn’s captains) and the plume from 

the helmet of a nameless knight. That seems to settle the 

matter. 

S . _ ye pe he 7 wy 4 at a as 
n fou t for a purpose only now eloping itself. 

° y might,” he says, “have been located west of Havre, 
nearer Calais, or south of Amiens. But then they would not 
have been within driving distance of Mayville, forming, so to 
speak, extraneous attractions to our golf links, our racecourse, 
our pine woods, and our sea-bathing conveniences. Quite clear 
to me why Agincourt and Crecy were fought.” 





“Docxine Horses” was the heading of a paragraph in the 
Times last week. “I have seen rocking-horses,” observed an 
erudite reader, “but——” “You don’t understand,” said the 
well-informed party. “Boats and vessels are put in docks” 
“And prisoners,” interrupted the erudite. well-informed 
withered him with a ce. “I am ing of the expression 
Fog If a ship is docked and a horse is docked, what do 
they both possess in common? Clearly capacity for sea-voyaging. 
Ergo, the horses that are docked must be sea-horses.” “The 
rest was silence.” 
day last 

the Daily Chronicle, 
elson, the sea-lion with 


Tuat lion cub born in the Aquarium on Trafalgar 


week “can be called nothing else,” sa 
“but Nelson!” Of course, that’s it, 
the “ British mane.” 
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Cave os 


Trish Groom. ‘“‘Wit YE SEND UP TWO SACKS oF OATS AN’ A 
| BUNDLE AV Hay.” 

Voice from Telepho ne. “Who ror?” 

Trish Groom, “Tus Hans AV COORSE, YE FOOL!’ 

AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. - 

Dear Mister,—I have to pick one bone with you, or rather 
with a certain Mister JaBBERJEB, jeune r ur of your journal 
so distinguished. He arrives by hazard that, being at the 
country, at Goring, I had not the occasion of to read your 
journal, and that, by consequence, I saw not the injuries of 
Mister Jasperser before of to expedite to you my last letter. 
What that this may be who arrives, I go to be calm. In France, 
at the moment of the most great excitation, the word of order 
is invariably, “ Soyons calmes!” Mealso I say, “ Be we calm!” 

But, by blue, is it that Aveusts Montmorenct pe Bassom- 
rrerre will suffer the injuries of a nigger, of a man who is 
black, of a man who names himself Hurry Bunesno? Sapristi, 
mais non! Truly, until here, I have read his letters with « 
certain sentiment of admiration for the poor Hindou, who 
essayed all his possible for to learn the english language so 
difficult, that I write and that I speak so currently. I thought to 
my proper efforts when I was young student, and, as one says 
in english, a feeling fellow makes one wonderfully kind. 

It was at the month of June, 1895, that I had the honour 
of to address to you my first letter. At that epoch there Mister 
Jassersex was I know not where. There is but ten months 
that he commenced his letters. And now he says to me some 
injuries, to me that he calls “a mere Parisian Frenchman,” me of 
who the family was noble and illustrious, and inhabited her 
middle-aged castle, when Paris herself was but the chief-place 
of a little kingdom, and when the Oriental Indias were but some 
countrys of savages, devastated by the barbers — barbares! 
Sacré nom de nom, c'est trop fort! But be we calm! 

Only I say to Mister Janpensze that, if he would to come in 
France, there is two of my friends, journalists of nd 
you know, dear Mister, that the Parisian journalist is one can 
not more ferocious—two journalists, I say, of the most warriors, 
guerriers, w who would be truly enchanted of to arrange with his 
witnesses a meeting quelque part, some part. But I doubt my- 
self of it that he may be too poltroon! Then there is 
english duel, the box. If he is A also too pelizeca for that, 
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my ef al ete already black, blue and black! a 
ure! if encounter him some part, even in the street 
that “nose of a cultivated british — d of which le he 


‘pall 
speaks! Mille tonnerres! Mais no ogee ond 
In this moment here it is a little ult to continue tranquilly 


the recital of my voyage. Allons donc! I rested still some da 


| oa Oe See See and at the beyond, 





at Thame where I pt A one time the fishers at the border of 
, all to fact like the fishers at the 
pee 4. of the Being, but bye bat by © cold, ob 99, we The dl the bas 
part by a rain, une pluie battante, 
of the valley of Thames until London, by , Maiden- 
7 agent Stanes, from where T ove all at the far the castle 
great and illustrious Quezn, and partout the sky is grey 
oad bo tee Ot the ee ek Ce pom, Guat Genes 
until to this that we 
d there, where auparavant I have seen 
Chest est épatant! After my voyage in 
Seek eon oe ae a a a 


and 

enough diverting sometimes, not like the horrible organs of the 
streets, or the vendors of journals who shout tfully 
“Ouinna!” Qu’est-ce que ca veut diref These last at ae 
are insupportable. But the ers sing on the ® plage, and 
music is not se soe eo CY noise the cafes a 
Monte Carlo or at Nice. well, this nigger, w 
angt a DP BEN a eg oy mery 
and s droll of little bonnet, like « pie o galonné of Id, 
on the head, regards me with the smile of a buffoon. all 
of following, tout de suite, b>. seesic Ae me. Mister Jaspenses! 
Mille tonnerres! Immediately I re-enter to the hotel, where I 
write to you this letter to protest against those injuries, those 
outrages, so abominable. But be we calm! 

Agree, &., 


GUR FAIRY TALES. 
(By Special Wire.) 
BLUEBEARD.—-Tue InNQuisittIvVENEss OF THE LADY. 
By ANTH-NY H-pPg. 


Tue most beautiful lady that ever was seen - - im hea 
choicest array, looking like a goddess - all his rela- 
tives constantly mistaken for one another . .. . blue 
Elphberg hair . . . all valiant, noble, bad-tempered, = 
to be trusted with a woman, and exactly alike . . 
this moment there came through the window that opened he 
the street the clattering of horses’ hoofs . . . their eyes 
gleamed in the glee of strife . . . having a Dolly dialogue 
with the Bishop a purse of gold pieces ° 
swords . > oo 0.5 ee? 2s 2. love 

« Me ge Te eee 
lived happily ever after ‘ 


FATIMA. By Mrs. H-meury W-rp. 

Farm Vandyk creature : Marre ANTOINETTE’s dia- 
monds . . . influence for good . . . head _ 4 
little stiffly eyes kind and reserved . . 
cool, grey dress é great sew of wild flowers d 
merry, child-like airs . . huge bunch of March mari- 
wees TiS beautiful clear look . . « Old Liberals 

‘ Prime Minister . . division Govern- 
ment Whip toiling thousands . . .« misunder- 
standing : women should leave politics alone . : 
unpleasant quarter of an hour do you see anybody 


Avousts. 














coming .. . Conservative brothers . . ; just in 
oi hex eyes have it ‘ 
reconciliation Fs 

“Kipnarrep. 4 ‘Citieen seized in London. Remains at 


the Legation.” Sach was one an:ong the sensational “ headers” 
taken with a splash and a dash by several papers last Friday. 
The rapid reader of headlines, who stops not his running for his 
reading, would, irom ine a..ve, have deduced that a Chinaman, 
seized in London, had been chow-cLow'd or chop-chopped up, and 
his “remains” had been found in the house of the Chinese 
Legation! Nota bit. All know by now what oo before The 
i had simply omitted the pronoun “He 
mains.” “He remains at the Legation. 
Now the Son is out again. 


An Assoctation Warnep or? Barrish Warzrs.—The German 
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* t. *. « « LIQUEUR OF THE Gold Medals, Paris, 1878: 1889. 


(Gye |JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 


favour on account of its w onder- 


> ful propertiesot aiding Of Highest Quality, and Having 
| > ny © wd eer +! aS Greatest ty rs are Therefore 
R 


vapce ROSBACH 


THE BEST TABLE WATER IN THE WORLD. 


e ‘onsignee, 
“we DOYLE, 38, ( rutched Prien Leeden, B.C. 
+ 
5 
CUARANTEED PERFECTLY HOLLOW CROUND. “ 


rer quauty n PIER HOWARD “PASTEUR” 


spat? BEDFORD. I! custo) FILTER, 


Trussors, ¥gider Presses, Oil aS The Standard of EMotent Fil 
“The cient Filtra- 

UFERI NG 'S toa gines. eines, and Porte y. tion.”—Baitien Mepicat Jovara.. 
Ivory, "ome an Black, “A real preventative of water- 

Cores ry, Teme ot ; pres 

6/ = for "en of conn, 4 } GENTLEMEN'S Wics.  sebeyreney wr yeaa Re 
(FERRY BRANDY. |+, Tonner a co. 2 suerrie., Or hg cr ho iat Maker 
Who will supply aoe nearest Agent. é  enouremens <8 
e Best Liqueur. Ash for “ Encore” Poskes ahd Table Outiery. — in DEFRIES & SONS, 
fh rd «Ci nent S08 | ot, ewesren Lenton, Bc 


WELOOME ALWAYS, fe a ea 
KEEP IT HANDY, | wwe Ee! FOP Baby’s Skin 


GRANT'S MORELLA | 
)) ELICIOUS—OOM FORTLHG. 
Ask for GRANT'S, snd don't be put of with Nature's Choicest. 
pak me best 
Powdan 
World. =POWDER 
Cuticura Soap 


“ THREE GASTLES ” GIGARET TES. | sve nea tosive shin partying no 


lected Growths of Virginia Gosatiivtng soap in the world, as well 
erm . eae y re pacnemsans , as purest and sweetest for toilet and 


nursery. For distressing eruj tions, pim- 
4 = 3 = les, blackheads, scalp irritations. dry, 
ata Ge een as = : = a /i = = : bio, and falling hair, red, rough hands, 
5 = i === chafings, simple rashes, and blemishes 
10 6, 16 6 95/- Zz : NS of childhood, it is absolutely inecompar- 
& == ey : 2 5 able. Mothers and nurses pronounce 

nae 2 A = —$— = = 4 == it the only perfect baby soap. 


2 z ‘ Gold throughout the world. Price is. F. New- 
Low MR. HALL CAINE WROTE z v = ) Tits = peat & Sons, 1 Kine Kdward St. Landen, F.C 


the “ MANXMAN.” 1 oe — ' a, i fl + om * All abvut Baby's Skin and Bealp,” tree. 


Yes, if the fact is of any conse- 4 ‘LS : ee 
IT toe the“ MARORMEAN wit 4 GOLDEN BRONZE HAIR. 
t wre e 
SWAN FOUNTAIN PEN. It ; Imparte Ba fA vihoce eb “ aunt 
Tan ult oth ceoventome Pree ale tt glnling go 
' ywhere, and at ~ ¢ ims, . ir Ink is iavales ; 


n the dark, in bed, and 
ack.” 
















































































us nearly per feet as inventive 
skill can produce. 


We eas require your steel com and 
handwriting to seleet a suitable pen. ee , NON - MERCURIAL Unier 


che Illustrate | Catalogue sent post , = oat, be sik GOLD 
7 rh - e- 2a Bold eve ywheré, in Boxes, ls. te 


app teation. 


MABIE, TODD, & BARD, 


93, Cheaps de, B.6., 
95a, Regent Street, W., ot | vowbow, 
1, Zensington Hick St., W.. 
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THE . THREE CASTLES” ‘TOBACCA, 


MILD AND FINE CUT Green Label), 
MEDIUM STRENGTH AND COAESE CUT (Yellow sass semmmalien tp Cig Oneting 


Both kinds are sotd th 1-02. and 20s. Square Packets, and}. Patent Alr-Tight Tins. 
© w.D.&H O. WILLS, Limited, BRISTO\. and LONDON. 
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JA A DBI aries 
Made amidst Pure and Healthful 
Surroundings. 











“The most popular of the Cocoas of to-day is that } 
made in that most pleasant of manufactories—-the ff 
factory in a garden—of Cadbury Brothers, at Bourn- ff 
ville, near Birmingham. Cadbury’s name is in itself 
a guarantee of purity of manufacture and absolute 
freedom from alkaline adulteration. It represents, on ff 
the authority of the Lancet, the STANDARD OF ff 
HIGHEST PURITY at present attainable in 


i regard to Cocoa.” 


ADBURY’S 


Cocoa 


ABSOLUTELY PURE, 
therefore BEST. 


ADBURY’S COCOA is appreciated throughout the 
world as a pure, delicious beverage, entirely free 
from adulteration. It is at once a _ refreshing, 
stimulating drink, and a nutritious food—probably | 
more nourishing than any other beverage. It is 
light, refined, and digestible, and can be safely and ff 
beneficially taken as an article of daily diet AT ALL i 
TIMES AND ALL SEASONS. 


“The typical Cocoa of English manufacture—absolutely pure," 
‘THe ANALYST 
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